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	1. Chapter 1

**Hi. This is Clean Danger typing. I have a new story. Sorry if you assumed it was a Christian story. It isn't.**

**Summary: Beatrice Prior is a prosititute. Her 'stage name' as you could call it is Raven. She has been in the world of prostitutes since she was born. She is fifteen and has been sleeping with people since she was first showcased. Her dad is her pimp, her mother is the maiden and her brother is pimp-in-training. She lives this dark life hoping one day to be free. Tobias Eaton is the mayor's son. Smart, sporty, and sexy to the power of 2 (sexy^2) this seventeen year old seinor was given a gift by his father. Will their lives be flipped around when Tobias was given Tris as a gift. High T/Low M. References to Prostitutes, Rape, Underage Drinking, and High School.㈶1 Plus abuse, neglect but not sex scenes.**

**Disclaimer: I do not own Divergent or the other book references to the names of other prosititutes in this story.**

* * *

><p>Raven's POV<p>

NIGHTCLUB FORTIS** (AN: I purposely used fortis. Fortis is brave in Latin.)**

The music is blaring loud. Uma Thurman by Fall Out Boy is on. I love Fall Out Boy, but sadly my maiden, aka my mom loves Fall Out Boy also so at work or hell as us prosititutes call it she plays at least one song per hour. And with all night shifts Fall Out Boy can be pretty annoying. I am walking around looking for an empty person looking for some fun. I see the mayor and my mom slip into one of the private rooms. Mom. She loves this life. Guess once a prosititute, always a prosititute. Or as we say it once a demon always a demon.

On another note since this is getting kinda depressing, I have a couple of tattoos. Three Ravens flying towards my heart representing the three prosititutes I know that have escaped this life. Hawk (Tori), Wicked (Amy), and Revenge (Piper). The mandatory tattoo that says God please forgive me in Russian. I don't know what it is with Prosititute circles and Russia, but it is a big conspiracy and the tattoo looks like Боже, пожалуйста, прости меня. And finally I have a tattoo that says the past defined who I was, the future defines who I will be, and the present divines who I am now.

On the intercom I hear my father aka this group's pimp command for, "Raven co e to my office immediately." All of the prosititutes who hear this stop for a moment of silence. Usually when this happens either we have a new coworker, we are being moved to Snow's group, we have been bought by some wealthy politician/any rich horny dude, or I am being executed for crimes I didn't commit. None of these are really good, but I guess I have a roof over my head and stuff, so I can't really complain. I enter and the Mayor is here. Wait. So I can rule out being executed and being sent to Snow so the mayor's son is becoming one of our 'bodyguards' or I am being bought. I kinda like those odds.

Andrew says, "Raven. Mr. Eaton bought you for his son Tobias. You are now his property. Farewell. And if I ever see you back in this world I won't hesitate to send you to Snow."

"Can I get my stuff master." I say to Mr. Eaton.

Mr. Eaton says, "Yes Raven. We will be going to my house. You will belong to Tobias. You are his seventeenth birthday present which is tomarrow. You will be going to Dauntless High. Your name is Tris Prior and you will listen and comply to everything Tobias says. Do I make myself clear?"

"Yes sir. Mr. Eaton Sir!" I say. I go to my room hat I share with Psyco (Chloe), Destructive (Alaska), and Visionary (Jacob). I leace a note that says

Dear Roommates,

I was bought by Mayor Marcus Eaton. Hope you escape. You will always have a place in my heart. *Боже, пожалуйста, прости меня.

Love Raven.

I run outside and get into Marcus' car. He doesn't play any music, but I am humming Love Don't Lie by Fray. We pull into the mansion and walk in. Marcus calls, "Tobias! I have your present!" The boy or should I say man comes down and damn he is handsome. Marcus continues, "Tris will follow every command to a T. She knows the consequences if he doesn't. Tobias meet Tris. Tris meet Tobias."

Tobias says, "Hello. Do you want to go upstairs? So I can know you. Not for anything else." He chuckles nervously.

I ask back, "Do I have a choice?"

Tobias asks, "Don't we always have a choice?"

I reply, "Not in the buisness I am in because if you refuse you go to the harder people. Who doesn't care about you." To Snow. "Sure. I could probably get to know my master."

He shows me to his room. Tobias says, "I want to know about you. Who is Tris?"

"Okay. Umm. I am fifteen. My mom is a maiden. My dad is a pimp. And my brother is a pimp in training. That makes this last piece of the puzzle in my messed up family the Prosititute who you now own thanks to Marcus." I say, "Who is Tobias?"

Tobias says, "I am not your master. I am your friend. I am known as Four to my friends so you will call me Four when we aren't alone. I am not going to use you for sex. You should be going to the guest room. I think it is time you should go to the guest room. Set your alarm to 7:00 if it takes you a while to get up. 7:30 if it doesn't. We leave at 7:45 and school starts at 8:05. Goodnight Tris."

"Goodnight Four." I say. I go to the guest room and change into an outfit to sleep with. I keep the light on to write a little music. I know this will never be published, but I can finally do this without being caught.

_You were dancing in your tube socks in our hotel room,  
>Flashing those eyes like highway signs.<br>Light one up and hand it over, rest your head upon my shoulder.  
>I just wanna feel your lips against my skin.<em>

The start of this is about this girl with an ex who she still loves. I wrote this about Chameleon (Cameron) and a boy she met in D.C. She ended up getting caught and was sent to Snow. I wonder what if I wasn't caught in this life. Would I be normal? Would I be dead? Would my parents be in jail? I think until I fall asleep.

* * *

><p><strong>Translation:<strong>

*****God, please forgive me .


	2. Chapter 2

**Hello. This story came to mind when I was watching Law and Order: SVU. I don't remember the episodes or seasons. Marcus is not abusive just embarrassing.**

* * *

><p>Tris' POV<p>

FIRST DAY OF SCHOOL

I go to the front desk and say, "Hi. My name is Tris Prior. I need my schedule and locker assignment." She hands me the stuff and I walk to my first hour. Music with Ms. Ramos. I go inside and Four or Tobias gestures me inside. He says, "Gang meet Tris. Tris meet Christina, Marlene, Shauna, Lynn, Will, Uriah, and Zeke."

"Hi." I say. Lynn looks familiar. Like too familiar. I don't socialize that much. Only with my clients or other workers.

Zeke asks, "How do you know Four?"

"Tris is my neighbor." Four says. More or less, yes.

Christina is about to say something, but Ms. Ramos says, "Four. Will you please come up and sing a song about the last person you met."

Four asks, "Can Zeke sing backup?"

Ms. Ramos says, "Sure."

_All alone she was living_

Definitely about a girl.

_In a world without an end or beginning_  
><em>Baby girl was living life for the feeling<em>

This could be about me.

_But I don't mind, I don't mind_

He did say we could be friends and he wasn't going to use me for sex. Which shocked me.

_And all the wrongs she committed_

He doesn't know about my wrongs.

_She was numb and she was so co-dependent_

I am co-dependent.

_She was young and all she had was the city_

I am young. And since I (almost) left the world of prostitutes all I have is the city if I don't wanna go back. Which I don't.

_But I don't mind, I don't mind_

_And I know that she's capable of anything, it's riveting  
>But when you wake up she's always gone, gone, gone<em>

_In the night she hears him calling  
>In the night she's dancing to relieve the pain<em>

I do dance to release the pain. But I never told him that.

_She'll never walk away (I don't think you understand)_

I would have if I had the chance sooner.

_In the night when she comes crawling_  
><em>Dollar bills and tears keep falling down her face<em>

It is like he is singing my life story.

_She'll never walk away (I don't think you understand)_

_He sang a song when he did it_

Some do. If they do they are sex song or sexual songs.

_He was cold and he was so unforgiving_

Most are.

_Now she dances to the song on the minute_  
><em>Yeah, all the time, all the time<em>  
><em>It make her weak when she hear it<em>  
><em>And it got her on her knees like religion<em>

They do.

_She was young and she was forced to be a woman_  
><em>Yeah, all the time, all the time<em>

_And I know that she's capable of anything, it's riveting  
>But when you wake up she's always gone, gone, gone<em>

_In the night she hears him calling  
>In the night she's dancing to relieve the pain<br>She'll never walk away (I don't think you understand)  
>In the night when she comes crawling<br>Dollar bills and tears keep falling down her face  
>She'll never walk away (I don't think you understand)<em>

_I don't think you understand_

_In the night she hears him calling  
>In the night she's dancing to relieve the pain<br>She'll never walk away (I don't think you understand)  
>In the night when she comes crawling<br>Dollar bills and tears keep falling down her face  
>She'll never walk away (I don't think you understand)<em>

He was singing that to me.

Ms. Ramos says, "What an interesting song choice. What made you choose that?"

Four says, "It is not my secret to tell."

Ms. Ramos says, "Okay. Tris Prior. Please come sing a song about insanity." Great. Mad Hatter by Melaine Marteinez.

My friends don't walk, they run  
>Skinny dip in rabbit holes for fun<br>Popping, popping balloons with guns, getting high off helium  
>We paint white roses red,<br>Each shade from a different person's head  
>This dream, dream is a killer<br>Getting drunk with the blue caterpillar

I'm peeling the skin off my face  
>'Cause I really hate being safe<br>The normal's, they make me afraid  
>The crazies, they make me feel sane<p>

I'm nuts, baby, I'm mad,  
>The craziest friend that you've ever had<br>You think I'm psycho, you think I'm gone  
>Tell the psychiatrist something is wrong<br>Over the bend, entirely bonkers  
>You like me best when I'm off my rocker<br>Tell you a secret, I'm not alarmed  
>So what if I'm crazy? The best people are<br>All the best people are crazy, all the best people are

Where is my prescription?  
>Doctor, doctor please listen<br>My brain is scattered  
>You can be Alice,<br>I'll be the mad hatter.

I'm peeling the skin off my face  
>'Cause I really hate being safe<br>The normal's, they make me afraid  
>The crazies, they make me feel sane<p>

I'm nuts, baby, I'm mad,  
>The craziest friend that you've ever had<br>You think I'm psycho, you think I'm gone  
>Tell the psychiatrist something is wrong<br>Over the bend, entirely bonkers  
>You like me best when I'm off my rocker<br>Tell you a secret, I'm not alarmed  
>So what if I'm crazy? The best people are<p>

You think I'm crazy, you think I'm gone  
>So what if I'm crazy? All the best people are<br>And I think you're crazy too, I know you're gone  
>That's probably the reason that we get along<p>

I'm nuts, baby, I'm mad,  
>The craziest friend that you've ever had<br>You think I'm psycho, you think I'm gone  
>Tell the psychiatrist something is wrong<br>Over the bend, entirely bonkers  
>You like me best when I'm off my rocker<br>Tell you a secret, I'm not alarmed  
>So what if I'm crazy? The best people are<br>All the best people are crazy, all the best people are  
>All the best people are crazy, all the best people are<p>

Ms. Ramos asks, "Who is this about?"

"My insanity as well as my friends insanity. All of my friends are insane like no other and have done most activities in this song." I say.

Ms. Ramos has the class sing more songs and she says, "Tomorrow round two will consist of Four, Tris, Will, Zeke, Shauna, Lynn, Eric, Christina, Al, and Lauren. Practice you ten!" I go to AP Chemestry with Mr. Withers. He gives us a boring lecture on how to do your homework and shit. I keep writing the song I was writing earlier.

_White sheets, bright lights, crooked teeth, and the night life.  
>You told me this is right where it begins.<br>But your lips hang heavy underneath me.  
>And I promised myself I wouldn't let you complete me.<em>

_I'm trying not to let it show, that I don't want to let this go.  
>Is there somewhere you can meet me?<br>'Cause I clutched your arms like stairway railings.  
>And you clutched my brain and eased my ailing.<em>

_You're writing lines about me; romantic poetry.  
>Your girl's got red in her cheeks, 'cause we're something she can't see.<br>And I try to refrain but you're stuck in my brain.  
>And all I do is cry and complain because second's not the same.<em>

The bell rings and I go to Surprise Language with Tori Wu? No. She shouldn't and wouldn't be here. She is just as shocked as I am.

Tori says, "Tris. Can I speak to you in the hallway?"

"Sure." I say.

Tori says, "*Как вы из сутенеров Эндрю ? Он бы никогда не отпущу тебя . вы принесли больше всего денег . Плюс ты его дочь .**(AN: How to say it: Kak vy iz sutenerov Endryu ? On by nikogda ne otpushchu tebya . vy prinesli bol'she vsego deneg . Plyus ty yego doch'.)**

"Я все еще работаю. Я был куплен на некоторое время . Мы должны вернуться внутрь. мой хозяин там . Я был день рождения . как кто дает их сын проститутка в качестве подарка ? Боже, пожалуйста , прости меня.**(AN: How you say it: YA vse yeshche rabotayu. YA byl kuplen na nekotoroye vremya . My dolzhny vernut'sya vnutr'. moy khozyain tam . YA byl den' rozhdeniya . kak kto dayet ikh syn prostitutka v kachestve podarka ? Bozhe, pozhaluysta , prosti menya.)**" I say.

We go back inside and the group asks us what that was about. I say, "It's not my secret to tell. Well. Not all of it."

Tori says, "Change of plans today. Do all of you know another language or want to know another language?"

We say some form of yeah.

Tori says, "This surprise language for this term is Russian." Oh no.

Tori says, "I know one of you that knows Russian fluently. Tris. Come on up here."

I walk up at the front of the classroom and say, "***Мои родители научили меня русский , когда мне было девять или десять , может быть? Я не помню . Когда этот семестр закончен , вы должны бегло говорить по -русски. перейти к Google Translator . Попробуйте поговорить на русском языке только сегодня .**(AN: Say: Moi roditeli nauchili menya russkiy , kogda mne bylo devyat' ili desyat' , mozhet byt'? YA ne pomnyu . Kogda etot semestr zakonchen , vy dolzhny beglo govorit' po -russki. pereyti k Google Translator . Poprobuyte pogovorit' na russkom yazyke tol'ko segodnya.)" **The class state at me in awe when I am finished. I sit in my seat and finish my song.

_I'm sorry but I fell in love tonight.  
>I didn't mean to fall in love tonight.<br>You're looking like you fell in love tonight.  
>Could we pretend that we're in love?<em>

_I'm sorry but I fell in love tonight.  
>I didn't mean to fall in love tonight.<br>You're looking like you fell in love tonight.  
>Could we pretend that we're in love?<em>

* * *

><p>Authors note: Translation<p>

*As you pimps from Andrew? He would never let you go . you have brought the most money . Plus, you're his daughter.

**I'm still working . I was bought a while . We have to go back inside. my host there. I had a birthday . as someone who gives them the son of a prostitute as a gift? O God , please forgive me.

***My parents taught me Russian , when I was nine or ten , maybe? I do not remember . When the semester is over , you have to speak fluent -Russian . go to Google Translator. Try it.


End file.
